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" We make no clioice amon^ the varied paths where art and letters seek for truth ' 



IN THE GOOD OLD COLONY TIMES 

By Edward King 

]Vith original illiistraiioiis by VVordsiuo7'ih 
Thovipsoji. 

" In the good old Colony limes 
When we lived under the King." 

There is a delicate charm in the 
sketches of Colonial mansions which Words- 
worth Thompson is so fond of giving us. 
They are singularly refreshing, coming, as 
they do, in marked contrast to the excess- 
ive primness or gingerbread eccentricities 
of the city and country houses of to-day. 
In their well-proportioned grace, these 
old houses, in which our grandfathers and great-grandfathers lived so contentedly, 
and thought themselves so magnificently lodged, make us forget that they are 
small, and that almost any one of them might readily be set down upon the roof 
of one of our fourteen-story blocks, leaving space enough behind and in front of 
it for lawn and garden. In those old days, ugliness had not yet presumed to 
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THE HARliOR AT CONCARNEAU, I'RANCE 



shoulder picturesqueness out of the way, sacrificing the beautiful side of life to 
the hideously useful. 

A gentle and romantic poesy exhales from these stately white or gray edifices, 
with their Corinthian porticos; their tall pillars around the bases of which are 
grouped flowering plants; their quaint windows, with outside wooden shutters, 
showing a nai've unconsciousness of the possibility that any burglars should be 
about; their still lawns, on which rose-trees are dreaming of the beautiful damsels 
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who come each morning to cull their flowers; their vases filled with creepers ana 
vines, and poised on tall pedestals in the Italian fashion; their blooming hedges, 
and their rows of trim trees, extending in shady avenues far out across the well- 
kept park to the highway, where the ancient coach deposits its passengers on the 
horse-block near the moss-grown stone gate. 

Mr. Thompson's pictures remind us that comfort and elegance existed in the 
days before railways, and that all the graces of a refined society, all the usages of 
a haughty aristocracy were to be found beneath the roofs of scores of mansions in 
America, long after democracy had begun its work of putting all classes upon the 
same level. Instinct with life and vigor are the solidly painted figures of horse- 
men which we find upon the broad roads in these pictures. British and American, 
loyalist and rebel, king's-man, and free -man, are differentiated with skill and spright- 




A HARBOR SKETCH AT AURAY 



Jiness; the old inn with its lean-to roof and low stoop, with its weathercock perched 
on an angle near the chimneys, and its groups of white-waistcoated and white- 
wigged gentlemen of the period gazing out of the parlor window; the squads of 
British troopers and artillery horses resting in the stubbly field after the long march ; 
the bareheaded officer bowing at the door of my lady's fine coach while he inspects 
her papers before allowing her to pass through the lines; the alertness, brightness 
and vivacity of all the figures, give us a glimpse of Revolutionary times well worth 
having. 

As the French painters are turning back nowadays for their inspiration to the 
perturbed times just before and just after the great Revolution in France, so many 
of our painters, when the nineteenth century is dragging out its last years amid 
rather prosaic surroundings, like to turn to the delightful days of wigs and jack- 
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A MANOR-HOUSE IN EASTERN VIRGINIA, 1730 



boots, swords and horse-pistols, 

buff waistcoats, embroidered 

coats, ribbons and laces for 

gentlemen, and to the brocades 

and velvets in which the ladies 

of that period delighted. This 

is an art of which we cannot 

have too much, for nothing so 

strengthens national life, so 

nourishes patriotism, as the /e- 

vival in the popular imagination 

of those historical periods 

which were full of heroism and romance and splendor of deeds, as well as of 

beauty of dress and grace of manners. 

It seems to have been a time of more sincere politeness, of deeper devotion, of 
more tender gallantry, than are to be found in our day. Probably the backward 
look lends just the enchantment which furnishes the necessary glamour for the 
artist. Mr. Thompson has created a great number of Revolutionary and pre- 
Revolutionary types which entitle him to distinction. Surely it is no idle task to 
people again these old Colonial and post-Colonial houses with the polished and 
accomplished people who dwelt in them, and who now are dust. 

Little they thought that their memories would be praised and fixed in the 
attention of future generations by the houses which they inhabited— solid old 
mansions, many of them in Virginia, in the Carolinas, along the great Mississippi, 
or beside the brisk waters of the Massachusetts and Rhode Island coasts. Some 
of these sturdy and impressive structures will stand for many generations yet; and 
we may be permitted to express the hope that a hundred years hence America may 
have another as clever an artist to reivvify their history, and fill them once more 
with the creations of his imagination. 
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It might almost be said that the general reader and the average traveler of to- 
day knows more about Brittany and other odd corners, a little off the line of the 
European tour, than he knows of the old Colonial homes and of the fields of the 
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THE BANKS OF THE AURAY 



American Revolution. Most of us have our gaze set forward, and it is only when 
we are gently impelled or incited by the seductions of art that we appreciate the 
past as after all more precious to us than the present. 
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Mr. Thompson has lingered 
along the byways and highways 
of Brittany, filling his sketch- 
books with delightful material, 
which awakens all our mem- 
ories of that curious Celtic land 
— a corner of France without 
being French, inhabited by a 
people self-centered, children 
of the sea and of the mist, 
simple, yet devoted, primitive 
and powerful. Very charming 
are these glimpses of Brittany; the masts of the fishing-smacks rocking upon 
the incoming tide; the bare-legged maidens at the old stone fountain; the curious 
gray houses with their groups of chimney pots, almost phantasmal under the light 

mist, and backed by the bluish 
gray of the sky; the country 
cafes, on whose o u ts i d e 
benches sit groups of tanned 
and gnarled old mariners; the 
wind-swept plains down by 
:^ -' the broad sea-channels; the 

stone cross by the roadside, 
with black-cloaked and white- 
capped women grouped about 
its base. 

From such notes stay-at- 
home folk may gather the 
right impression of the broad 
and breezy spaces, the twisted 
trees along the wide highways; 
the thatched cottages; the 
stern- faced old women, and the 
resolute young fishermen of 
this land of ghosts and legends; 
the swift tides eddying around 
tall, dangerous cliffs and rocks; 
the marshes in which myster- 
ious voices are heard sighing 
through the reeds by night. 

Here and thepe the artist 
has found a headland gar- 
nished with an old stone 
.1 church with the tall crucifix, 
and the crucified figure upon 
r it, the shadow of which cross 
is cast beside the very door 

A FARM-HOUSE NEAR AURAV, KRITTANV thrOUgh which thC humblC 
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worshipers are entering. A little back from the sea, the gray fishing-nets are 
stretched to dry on the tall poles almost as high as the housetops. Here is no 
touch of color; everything somber and gray — but imbued with the strength and 
fervor of the rugged northern coast. 

The fascination of Brittany is hard to explain. But it is, none the less, a definite 
and binding one. They say that Sarah Bernhardt goes to a Breton village every 
summer when she is in France, and lives its dreamy, coast-wandering, sky-scan- 
ning life for a month or two ; and that she does it to strengthen her imagination. 
What wonderful dreams and fancies have come to poets and painters and philos- 
ophers, while they strayed on the gaunt cliffs, or rowed contemplatively in and 
out among the columnar rocks, or sat bareheaded in the warm rain, with the 
treacherous tide creeping up to lick their feet ! From Chateaubriand to Renan, 
the line of dreamers and builders of fancy has been august. Brittany is a 
thought-nursery ; and it is because our American artists put the thoughts evoked 
by the spectacle of the wild skies and wilder seas into their pictures of them that 
their work is so good. Why is it that some of our own maritime countries do not 
possess the same mysterious fascinating quality for the painting guild ? The coast 
of Maine for instance : or that wild stretch on the Pacific side, between the mouth 
of the Columbia River and the Golden Gate ? Probably this is because the mys- 
tery of tradition is more perfectly intermingled with the mystery of romantic 
nature in Brittany than elsewhere. 

Mr. Wordsworth Thompson's Breton sketches impress one like pages out of 
one of Pierre Mael's sea-stories ; they have the same grace and reverence for the 
wild and rugged aspects of nature; the same large and deep sympathy for humble 
types of humanity. 
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